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CRIPPLED. 

Y Father ! in those lengthened hours 
When Thou didst break niy active powers, 
And bid me stand aside 
And linger helpless on the shore 
While others labored at my oar 
Against the rushing tide, 

Though useless in the eyes of men, 
Thou didst not leave me idle then, — 

Thou gav'st me work within ; 
And, parted somewhat from the Real, 
I came to know a high Ideal 

Which shamed each bosom-sin. 



10 CRIPPLED. 

And so through all those nights and days 
My spirit walked in hidden ways. 

And found no place for fear. 
Though evening shadows fell around. 
My paths were in Thy garden-ground, — 

I heard Thee speaking near. 



But now an altered lot is mine, 
Alike ordained by Love Divine, — 

To run, yet run with weight ; 
Not wholly weak or wholly strong 
To work, nor even ask how long 

Shall last this weary state. 



Now help me do what work I may ; 
And when I cannot work, to pray, 

Not saddening any one. 
These hourly pangs Thine eye must see 
Help me to hide from all but Thee, 

And so Thy will be done ! 



CRIPPLED. 1 1 

And if before my Temple-Home 
Until the Death-Apostle come 

A cripple I must wait, 
I thank Thee that my place is where 
The very outer courts are fair, 

And Beautiful the Gate. 



In a Boat on Narragansett Bay, 
July, 1864. 




HYMN 

For the Installation of E. H. Hall, Worcester. 

ORD, beneath whose equal hand 
Present, Past, and Future stand, 
Hear us offer grateful praise 
For Thy gifts in by-gone days : 
Gifts of gain, and gifts of loss, 
Boon of crown, and boon of cross. 
Blessings from our angels fled. 
Living gifts from hands long dead. 

Children of the Present, we 
Dare not face it without Thee. 
In this vivid, stern To-day 
Nerve our work, and hear us pray. 






HYMN. 13 

Help us keep no peace with sin, 
Calm us by Thy peace within ; 
Shield us from the day's fierce light, 
Shine throughout the darksome night. 

For our Future, best shall be 
That which seemeth best to Thee ! 
Take our starting hopes and fears, 
Giver of our changing years ! 
We would make nor prayer nor moan ; 
Thou art wise, and Thou alone. 
Father, in whose loving hand 
Present, Past, and Future stand. 

February 10, 1869. 




THE WORLD'S FREEMAN. 

REE of the world ! by right divine 
The earth, O prisoned soul, is thine. 
Rise up ! Come out ! in sun and air 
Claim and possess thy rightful share. 
Within thy dark and lonesome cell 
It is thy choice, not fate, to dwell. 
Whatever thou canst hear or see 
Of grand or sweet is meant for thee, 
And every joy for which thy heart 
Can gladden, shall be thine in part, 
And every sorrow thou canst share. 
For, thee its blessed fruit shall bear. 

Thou call'st " thine own " a narrow spot. 
And frettest ; but hast thou forgot 
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That far, and far, this earth is spread. 
The one sky stretching overhead, — 
One earth, one sky, one common air. 
One household, 'neath one Father's care ? 
Thou toil'st to build thy selfish walls, 
But, when the evening shadow falls. 
Thy Father's voice thou 'It gladly hear, — 
" Come home, my child, for night is near ! " 

Then, looking backward o'er thy day. 
Thy walls will show as children's play, — 
As children's play who set apart 
Their garden-beds with careful art. 
What time their father claims alone 
The whole wide garden for his own. 
Lo ! where no parted claim may be, 
A mighty love makes all things free ; 
Come forth ! in love and life divine. 
Thou child of God, — the world is thine ! 

From a Sermon by Rev. C. C. Everett. 
RiNDGE, 1870. 




THE HARVESTER. 

" Wherewith shall I Come before the Lord ? ** 

Y task is done. The harvest 
Lies yellow on the plain ; 
The Master of the country 

His reapers calls again. 
I thought, when forth He sent me 

To where my labor lay, 

That rich should be the trophy 

That crowned my every day. 

But failure fell upon me 

Like rain upon the wheat ; 

I found my hands unskilful. 

And heavy grew my feet ; 

And when I dared glance backward 
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My heart was sick and sore, — 
The work I fancied wisest 
Was foolish all the more. 
So many a day, in sadness. 
My hoping changed to fear ; 
I worked my work all lonely, 
Nor saw my Master near. 
Yet there He stood beside me, 
He put His hand to mine, — 
What in my work is worthy. 
Thou seest. Lord, is Thine ! 

And standing now before Thee 
I look upon my sheaves, 
And find my toilsome harvest 
Is — withered flowers and leaves ! 
Yet once I thought them precious, 
I garnered them with care ; 
Oh, Master ! are they worthless, 
When all my heart is there } 
I love Thee, Lord, I love Thee, 
And in my love am brave. 



1 8 THE HARVESTER. 

Although a fruitless harvester, 

To seek the love I crave. 

I know I fetch Thee nothing 

Of what I hoped to bring ; 

I only have to offer 

One humbled, weakly thing : 

The heart that Thou created 

Thine own once more would be ; 

Its good to Thee belongeth, 

Its selfishness to me, 

Myself is all my tribute ; 

Lord, cast my share away. 

And ripen Thine to what Thou wilt 

In Thine eternal day. 

Providence, Springs 1871. 
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FRA ANGELICO'S HEAVEN. 
"The Heart shall live Forever." 

NCE of late I studied pictures 
Where old masters strove to show 
What shall be the joys eternal 

In the land to which we go. 

Pure and sweet, ay, grand and holy 

Were the visions pictured there 

By those cloistered artist-poets 

Who embalmed their work in prayer. 
But I cried, " This Heaven you show me 

Is for angels and for saints, 

And beneath its tranquil glory 

Struggling human nature faints. 



20 FRA ANGELICAS HEAVEN, 

What to me the ranks of angels 
Whom I never knew before, 
When my searching eyes are weary 
For the faces loved of yore ? 
What to me the solemn music 
Your angelic choirs awake, 
When I 'm listening for old voices 
Till my heart is like to break ? 
Oh, I could not meet this future, 
Blissful though you say it be, 
If I found, therein no dear one 
Who had shared my past with me." 

Then, across the ages drifted. 
Came a scrap of fresco dim 
Where a loving soul translated 
What the Spirit showed to him : 
And beneath the ranks celestial, 
f All among the flowery grass, 

He had seen glad human spirits 
To their happy meeting pass ; 
He had seen the graves left empty 
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As the dear home-circles filled, 
Where the well-known hands were beckoning, 
And remembered voices thrilled. 
Up above, sat grand apostles, 
Up above, the heavens unrolled ; 
But those blessed fields grew home-like 
With the sunshine loved of old. 

Boston, Christmas^ 1872. 



A WANDERING WIND. 




WIND set out to wander 
On a sunny summer day, 
And found the grass and clover 

All ready for their play ; 

And when they wanted music 

He helped the bees to hum. 

And rustled through the meadows 

Till not a blade was dumb. 



He went his way rejoicing 
That earth was fair and glad ; 
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A WANDERING WIND. 23 

But then he thought of winter, 
And his little heart was sad. 
" O beauty-giving Summer, 
I prithee stay," he cried ; 
" For in thy light the glories 
Of wood and field abide." 



But the sun would not be hindered, 
And bore with golden hands 
His punctual gift of summer 
To the cold and waiting lands. 

And now the Wind, lamenting. 

O'er the meadows went again ; 

He moaned through clean black branches 

Above the dead-white plain. 

Black was the merry clover 

That ruddy used to burn ; 

The golden -rod was frosty, 

And bronzed the vivid fern. 



24 A WANDERING WIND. 

But they swayed in graceful greeting, 
As they mocked his moody woe. 
And they bade the summer's darling 
Find a playmate in the snow. 
Then his silly heart grew lighter, 
And he saw the world was fair, 
With its deep blue arch of Heaven 
And its white floor, everywhere. 

There was grandeur in the tree-tops, 
And loveliness below. 
Where the bushes threw their shadows 
Soft-pencilled on the snow ; 
And the distant sun in blessing 
Sent a wondrous yellow light, 
Wherein the lowliest grasses 
And the very air glowed bright. 
And the Wind, he learned his lesson, 
And breathed it earth around, 
Wherever ears that listening 
And a watching heart he found. 
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A WANDERING WIND. 25 

He telleth of a Spirit 
That out of Heaven came 
To dwell with men forever, 
And Beauty is its name. 



February^ 1873. 



A PARABLE FOR HAPPY HEARTS. 




N the earth a Flower grew, 
From the Sun its being drew ; 
Day by day this royal friend 
Sent down blessings without end ; 
Day by day the Flower held up 
To be filled with light its cup, 
And the great Sun ne'er forgot 
In the universe this dot. 

And the Sun said to the ground : 
" Take my light, and bear it round 
Till my Flower's searching root 
Find my blessing underfoot." 
And he said unto the air : 
" Wrap my Flower in tender care ; 
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Whisper to its very heart 

That my loving breath thou art.'* 

So the Flower, with gifts bowed down, 
Humbled toward the earth its crown : 
" Tell me, Sun, for so much treasure 
Showered upon me without measure, 
Can I give thee nothing back ? 
Or, if thou dost nothing lack. 
Can I pass these gifts divine 
Unto lives less blest than mine ? " 

And the Sun said : " 'T is not given 
Thou shouldst share this work of Heaven. 
Thou must take, not give ; thy dower 
Is of happiness, not power." 

Then the Flower began to mourn 
0*er its life of use forlorn ; 
But the Sun said : " Nay, not so 
Shall thy heart thanksgiving show ; 
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Rather make thou full employ 
Of thy privilege and joy ; 
For the best that thou canst be 
Is the service asked of thee." 

Then the Flower uprose once more, 
Stronger-hearted than before ; 
Through its seeming-useless days 
Tried to join earth's hymn of praise 
With its given power of bloom, 
Grace, and color, and perfume. 

But what joys passed unenjoyed, 
What powers only half -employed, 
Gifts not to the utmost used, 
Grace not in its life transfused ; 
What of all its mighty debt 
To the Sun the Flower owed yet 
When its happy life was done, 
No one knew — but Flower and Sun. 

1873- 



LIBERTY TO SERVICE, GREETING! 



To H. W. F. 



'S^ 



OME, lift ye up your voices, 
Ye haunts I love so well ; 
Send down a voice of greeting 
Where friends in cities dwell. 

Thou hill-top, free, far-looking 
0*er mingled hill and dale. 
Where isles of mist are hanging 
O'er each pond-haunted vale, 
Send thou thy breath of freedom, 
Of calm upliftedness, 
A current of refreshing 
Through city wiltedness. 

And ye, earth's secret corners, 
Where finished marvels lurk 
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That shame the showy wonders 
Of human handiwork, 
Send out as to a comrade 
Your voices small and sweet ; 
In hidden paths of duty 
Your true yoke-fellow greet. 

And thou, my king, Monadnoc, 
What message dost thou will, 
Whose steadfastness is glory. 
Whose strength is, to sit still ? 
I dare not thee interpret, 
Yet thou my kind friend art, — 
I pray thee send a dream down. 
To rest a tired heart. 

I know a weary Pastor 
Who walks an upward way. 
And faithful bears a burden 
Through all the summer day ; 
The trusts of dead and living, 
The care of all his flock, — 
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I beg that, in his dreaming, 
In the shadow of thy rock 
He may find himself reclining. 
With pines above, and sky, 
And at his feet green mosses. 
And a brown brook singing by, 
With the odor of pine-needles, 
And a whiff of meadow-hay, 
And a crackle in the bushes 
Where a squirrel scuds away, 
And the forest soft-resounding 
With a thrush's mellow lay ! 

Then waking, strangely rested, 
Let the good man wondering cry : 
" I think while I Ve been sleeping, 
That my soul has learned to fly ! " 

RiNDGE, July^ 1874. 




LISTEN ! 

[After Hearing Haydn's Creation.] 

WAS the close of Easter Day. 
Music swept our souls away, — 
Swept us where we might behold 
Darkness yield its kingdom old, 
While Jehovah gave the word 
That the tossing Chaos heard, 
And there came a mighty birth. 
Primal Easter of the earth ; 
And the world arose and stood, 
And God saw that all was good. 



Then I wondered in my thought 
At the visions music brought ; 
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Wondered mortal skill had power 
Thus to lift us for one hour 
Out of bounds of sense and time 
To a liberty sublime. 



One beside me said : " This Art 
Does but give our ears a part, 
But a fragment of the song 
That is pealing loud and long. 
Ay, from all Eternity, 
Through the ages that shall be, 
This our universe doth make 
Music without pause or break ; 
But our feeble human sense. 
Listening with a strain intense, 
Can but hear the numbered sounds 
That are pent in certain bounds. 
Certain captive breaths of air 
Make the organ's mellow prayer ; 
Certain chords responsive thrill 

3 
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To the viol sweet and shrill ; 

And the swelling stream of song 

Pours in measured banks along. 

Far above and far below 

Where the powers of hearing go, 

Through the earth and through the sky, 

Nameless, boundless melody, — 

Such the song Creation sends 

Upward, where its Maker bends 

Over all a listening ear 

For the hymn none else can hear." 



Oh, I long to catch that strain 
In its nearness, but in vain. 
Sometimes through the busy day 
Snatches float across my way. 
Or I waken in the dark 
As if some one bid me " Hark ! " 
Deaf, and listening, here I stand. 
Yearning for that chorus grand 
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Which I know peals evermore 
Praise to Him whom I adore, 
Him who to my soul is dear : 
Oh, if I could only hear ! 



Boston, Spring, 1875. 




"THE HANDS:" 

A Drawing by Albrecht DUrer. 

YE dumb hands that are not dumb ! 
With what strange power the Master wrought 
That we beneath your spell should come, 
That ye should speak the hidden thought 
Of human hearts in distant years, 
Our present, pressing hopes and fears. 

In varying moods on ye I gaze, 

And varied meanings can I read ; 

My highest, my adoring praise, 

My deepest, my imploring need, 

Ye utter both with subtler speech 

Than aught my stammering tongue can reach. 
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The hands of Age ! a grace ye say 
For all the gifts long life hath known ; 
And 'mid that life's perplexing way, 
As one who would not walk alone, 
Ye lift the prayer we ne'er outgrow, — 
" Lead, Father, lead, each step we go ! " 



1877. 



KNIGHTHOOD. 




S Heroism dead in this our day ? 

No more rides forth in shining mail the knight 
To do brave deeds in battle for the right, 
Or glitter in the tournament's array ; 
But has the noble heat burned out for aye 
Which kindled in those breasts such living fire ? 
Nay, Virtue's flame may but more straight aspire 
With every breath of glory shut away. 
Who keep, 'mid bosom foes, their souls alive, 
Who furnish other's need at cost untold, 
With young hopes wounded, unapplauded strive, — 
Are they no knights ? A Master said of old 
That Honor but from Service doth derive ; 
From Him their title comes, their rank they hold. 



1877. 



THE MESSAGE. 




FEEL across life's noises 
A sudden silence fall ; 
My soul leans out to listen, 
To catch the far-off call. 

The strain comes faint and fitful, 
The words I cannot hear ; 
Yet all my soul is thrilling 
As though the voice were dear. 

The subtle cry has vanished, 
Its burden half unheard ; 
But listen, soul, oh, listen, 
Till comes again the word 1 

RiNDGE, August, 1878. 



COMPELLED TO BEAR THE CROSS. 




Y Lord, if I had chosen 
And asked a cross of Thee, 
I think unto its bearing 

My heart would stronger be. 

Who takes his cross and follows 

With solemn will and choice, 

He feels Thy hand uplifting, 

He hears Thy calling voice. 

But my reluctant spirit. 

It faints at toil and pain. 

And back to easy living 

Turns ever and again. 
I think of the Cyrenian 

Who crossed the city gate. 

When forth the stream was pouring 
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That bore Thy cruel fate. 
From quiet country places 
The startled man was caught 
By that fierce human tumult 
Where maddest passion wrought. 
I ponder what within him 
The thoughts that woke that day, 
As his unchosen burden 
He bore that unsought way. 
For I, O Lord, Thou seest 
A heavy cross I bear, 
Yet in its choice or making 
I had nor will, nor share. 
The souls that lived before me 
This load for me did make ; 
They left it me for birthright, 
I could not choose but take. 
This will toward good uncertain, 
Yet vehement toward wrong ; 
These yearnings that are feeble. 
These passions that are strong ; 
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Low, stubborn facts that cramp me. 
High visions that are vain ; 
The spirit that aspires. 
The body that 's a chain, — 
This nature 's not my choosing,^ 
This cross, I cannot see 
How bearing it I ever 
Can follow after Thee. 
Yet " tempted He as we are ! " 

Lord, was Thy cross mine ? 
Am I, like Simon, bearing 

A burden that is Thine ? 

Thou must have looked on Simon, — 

Turn, Lord, and look on me 

Till I shall see I follow 

And bear Thy cross with Thee. 

Then, though I was compelled, 

1 *11 claim as boon the woe 
Through which my feet are learning 
The path where Thou dost go. 

Boston, Palm Sunday, 1879. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

J. L. DiMAN. 

EJOICING in the vivid life 
That nerved his voice and lit his eye, 
With which his very step was rife, 
We never thought that he could die. 

We saw him graceful in things small, 
We heard him mighty in things high ; 

He quickened life within us all ; 

How should we think that he could die ? 

This man is witness against death ! 

This soul need not extinguished lie 
As though it lived by mortal breath ; 

We rightly thought, he cannot die. 

February 6, 1881. 




THE SWALLOWS AND L 

HEN I watch each airy sprite 
In the rapture of its flight, 
Dashing here and flashing there 
Through its boundless home, the air, — 
Ah, methinks, if only we 
Were as vigorously free ! 

Yet I know my Thought 's more strong 
Than those bits of feathered song ; 
And my Fancy treads a way 
Where their wing-beats never play ; 
And my Love can up and fly 
O'er the bounds of earth and sky. 
So, my friend, content we '11 be. 
Body-bound, but spirit-free. 

1881. 




HAUNTED. 

EAD Past, why wilt not buried lie? 

The grave was deep, the mound was high, 
The stones were clamped, and heaped the 
earth, — 
How broke thy corpse to hideous birth ? " 

** Too soon the funeral rites were sped ; 
Thou buried'st, but I was not dead." 

" I laid thee low, my Sin, my Shame, 
Beneath a stone that bore no name. 
I fled away o'er land, o'er sea, 
How could thy numb feet follow me? 
I fled away through time, through space. 
How fronts me here thy grave-hid face ? " 
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" None but the dead in graves may lie ; 
I swooned, I fell, I did not die." 

" With flowers I made my garden fair, 
Thy breath has blown, and blight is there ; 
I set my life to music sweet. 
Thy tread a jarring discord beat ; 
I built a house of worthy fame. 
To chill its hearth thy presence came, — 
Drear Guest, I bid thy pale lips tell 
What is the exorcising spell ! " 

** If thou wilt bury ere I die, 
Along thy paths my ghost must fly. 
Thy hate, my weariness, all vain ; 
But, take thou up thy living pain ! 
Endure my touch of cleansing fire 
Till, burned away, I may expire ! 
Draw close the curtain of thy life 
Around the secret, awful strife 
Where thou must watch with me till death, 
Thy child, to whom thou gavest breath ! 
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Then, wrap me not in alien clay, 
Nor build my tomb too far away ; 
But where thy daily steps must be, 
And daily prayer, there bury me. 
Thy penitence, my passing-bell. 
Thy psalm of hope, my solemn knell. 
Thy life of love, my quiet sod 
Beneath the sun and rain of God ; 
For then, ah, then, new life shall spread 
Above the grave where I lie, dead." 



1883. 



THE BETROTHAL RING. 




H, Love ! thy law-fulfilling force ; 
That wheels the universe its course, 
Works in these human deeds of ours 
With alchemic, transmuting powers. 

The Rites, that once to fit thee grew, 
That once were symbols fresh and new. 
Endure, the heart within them dead. 
Poor, stifiened forms, when truth has fled ; 
But let the primal impulse wake. 
The act be done for True-love's sake, 
That touch thrills through the metal old, 
And lo ! again 't is virgin gold. 

Ah, Love ! I see 't is ever true, 
Thy spirit maketh all things new ! 



December, 1883. 
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THE PLOUGHSHARE. 




ITH rending plough men tease the soil ; 

They turn and break with cruel toil. 

The pretty growth of summer hours, 
The medley wild of bush and flowers, 
The copse where shone the roses pink. 
The grass where swung the bobolink, — 
All trodden by the toiler's foot. 
All torn up by the very root. 
Ah me, what ruin is there here. 
What future barrenness to fear ! 
The stripped earth cries up to the sky, 
" I did my best, oh, let me lie ! " 

But ah, how different next year 

The song these listening skies shall hear ! 

4 



so THE PLOUGHSHARE. 

Unquickened lies the unstirred field, 
And sparser grows its native yield ; 
Nor fruit, nor crop, nor golden grain 
Responds to call of sun and rain, — 
The furrows into harvest break ! 
O Soul, wilt not the lesson take ? 

Weston, September^ 1885. 




THE SOWER. 

ITH restless hand the seed I sow 
As up and down the field I go, — 
Which seed shall perish, which shall grow ? 



I am not sure what is my seed. 
If it shall grow to flower, or weed. 
Or grain that hungry folk shall feed. 

O Lord of Harvest ! bless my cares, 
And let me not at unawares 
Abuse my waiting field with tares. 

And when I cast the fruitful grain, 
Be kindly with thy sun and rain, 
That Autumn bring me seed again. 
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For up and down the field I go 
With toil content, if I may know 
The seed is good I have to sow. 

Boston, December, 1885. 




HYMN 
For the Ordination of J. W. Day, Newport, R. L 

HOU gav'st, O God, the primal word 
That chaos and old darkness heard ; 
Thy word through mighty prophets rang, 
Thy word through lofty poets sang. 

Use Thou the man who strives to say 
What Thou wouldst tell Thy world to-day ; 
Nerve him to speak with vigor new 
The word that peals the ages through. 

His be the cry that wakes the mind 
From aspiration vague and blind, 
To strain of manly thought intense. 
To life new born in penitence. 
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Not feeling only is our need, 
But sober reason, righteous deed ; 
We need the vital word whose force 
Gives worlds and men their ordered course. 

That word is Law, that word is Right ! 
This let him utter with Thy might, 
And men shall thrill to life divine, 
And know the calling voice is Thine ! 

January 6, 1886. 



A MARTYRDOM. 




LISTEN to the tread 

Along the beach, away, 
Of those who bound me here ; 
To life they go. I stay. 

I know the road so well ! 

Can it be sure my feet 
Shall travel nevermore 

The road that was so sweet? 

'T is but a little way : 
If I could turn my head, 

My home lies there in sight ; 
I face the sea instead. 



56 A MARTYRDOM. 



The gazing sky above, 
The creeping sea below, - 

With still and steady force 
I feel its deepening flow. 



My God, Thou see'st I 'm young, 
My heart and flesh are strong ; 

I pull against the cords ; 
Will dying take me long? 



Thy way is in the deep ; 

O God, I follow still 
Across this sea of Death 

Thy unrelenting Will. 



I was afraid the path 

Christ led would bring me here ; 
That I should miss His track, — 

That was my deeper fear. 



A MARTYRDOM, $7 

I feared that at the test 

My coward heart might fly ; 
But Thou hast held me safe, — 

I only have to die. 

The waves are mounting fast, 

I feel them closing now, — 
Who walks the waters o'er? 

My living Christ, *t is Thou ! 



1886. 



EASTER EVE. 




BITTER, cruel Yesterday ! 
My Master didst thou tear from me 
And lay Him in the grave away, — 
My Master, in whose living eyes 
My eager heart had learned to see 
The light of Life Eternal rise. 



O weary, dreary, long To-day ! 

Around that grave in lonely fear 

My Hopes all dumb and weeping stay ; 

My Hopes, that were so strong and bright 

In presence of their Master dear, 

They only long for hiding night. 



EASTER EVE. 59 

How shall I meet To-morrow's sun ? 
How shall I bear the searching ray 
That sees my lonely course begun ? 
So grieved my heart its life away, 
Nor ever dreamed that Morrow's sun 
Should light the world for Easter Day ! 

Boston, Easier Eve, 1886. 



L 



NEXT MORNING. 




T was but yester-evening my victory was won ; 
Now where has gone the rapture with which 
the deed was done? 
I watched as foes defeated far down the valleys fled, 
The morning light is showing where lie my own men 

dead. 
I saw a sudden glory transfigure earth and sky, 
I set my trumpets peaUng and bade my banners fly ; 
The clouds hang close above me, the earth is sodden 

clay, 
And only funeral marches go wailing past, to-day. 
Men bring a wreath of laurel, I feel it pressing down 
Upon my aching temples the hidden, thorny crown ; 



NEXT MORNING. 6 1 

And I must ride in triumph where throngs salute the 

brave, — 
How happy is the victor who fills a glorious grave ! 
Thank God I won the battle without which all were 

lost! 
Thank God 'tis my heart only can ever know the 

cost ! 



1887. 




HYMN 
For the Ordination of M. St. C. Wright, Harlem, N. Y. 

0-NIGHT from out the aisles 
That far behind us lie. 
We hear the steady files 
Of years come marching by. 

God's power rolled 

Those ages through. 

Forever old, 

Forever new. 

Far, far beyond our ken 
Sweeps on the long array, 
And bears the sons of men 
Down their un travelled way. 



HYMN FOR ORDINATION. 63 

That unknown length 
Man need not fear, 
Since God is near, 
A present strength. 

From out the hurrying line 
We wheel, and pause this hour, 
And seek the quiet shrine 
Where dwells Eternal Power ; 

And in the pause 

Our spirits yearn 

To reach and learn 

Eternal laws. 

We seek the treasure vast. 
The hoards of ancient truth 
That true souls in the past 
Bequeath to bless our youth. 

Through ages grew 

The faiths we hold. 

Forever new. 

Forever old. 



64 HYMN FOR ORDINATION, 

We watch the new truth break 
From God's still open word : 
We too would cry, " God spake ; 
Hear what our ears have heard." 
With reverent soul 
We carry on, 
From sire to son, 
The lengthening scroll. 

We choose to us this man, 
Here he and we join heart \ 
Our God, in Thy high plan 
Lift us to bear our part. 

Thy will unfold 

Our labor through. 

Forever old. 

Forever new. 

December 27, 1887. 




DEDICATION HYMN 
For the First Parish Church, Weston. 

HE rugged product of our soil, 
The stones that vex our farming toil, 
We took to build our holy place ; 
They rise to glory and to grace. 

So shall the worship offered here 
Still keep our earth to heaven near ; 
And out of earthly joys and cares 
We '11 build our praises and our prayers. 

What fills our lives, or great or small, — 
To Thee, dear Lord, we bring it all ; 
We bring ourselves, that here may be 
Of living stones a house for Thee. 

March 28, 1888 



CHRISTMAS VERSES. 

I. 

[LL gone to seed the flowers, 

And o'er their heads the snow ; 
'T is sleet instead of showers, 
And June — so long ago ! 
Faith listens through dark hours 
And hears the hid things grow. 




So let life's storms come sweeping, 
And let life's blossoms fall ; 

The cold snow is but keeping 
A soft hand over all. 

Our seeds of hope are sleeping, — 
They '11 hear the Spring-time call. 



CHRISTMAS VERSES, 67 



II. 



Ah, Christ-child, art thou come again 

To lift thy baby-hand and reign ? 

Then touch our hearts grown dull and old, 

Let life be born 'mid Christmas cold, 

That, childlike, we may kneel and sing 

Where wakes and smiles the Child our King, 



III. 



Hark ! The praising angels say, 
" Christ was born on Christmas Day 
In blest Judea, far away." 

Hush ! Our pleading spirits say, 
" Christ, be born in us, we pray, 
And give our souls their Christmas Day." 



68 CHRISTMAS VERSES, 

IV. 

When the pagan world is old, 
And its faiths are turning cold, 
Hark ! the angel-choirs sing, 
" Christ is born, of Earth the King." 

When the winter waxes cold, 
And the year is dying, old, 

Hark ! the children's voices sing, 
" Christ is born, our Baby-King." 

When our days are long and old, 
And our tired hearts grow cold. 

Hark ! dear voices round us sing, 
" Christ is born, of Love the King." 

When this earth 's a story old, 
And the wind of Death blows cold. 

Hark ! what voices these that sing, 
" Christ is born, of Life the King." 

THE END. 
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